^Memory

I loved you in your sleep,
With the starlight on your hair!

The touch of your lips was sweet,

Aziza whom I adore,
I lay at your slender feet,

And against their soft palms pressed,
I fitted my face to rest.
As winds blow over the sea

From Citron gardens ashore,
Came, through your scented hair,

The breeze of the night to me.

My lips grew arid and dry,

My nerves were tense,
Though your beauty soothe the eye

It maddens the sense.

Every curve of that beauty is known to me,
Every tint of that delicate roseleaf skin,

And these are printed on every atom of me.
Burnt in on every fibre until I die,

And for this, my sin,